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I must add 'sense of humor' to your file. 
They tend to leave out things like that. 
Very Important. 

Leo McKern’s #2 - CBB 


Greetings from The Green Dome*. 

We are a brand new group who have enjoyed 
the antics of the Prisoner and want to 
share our enthusiasm by providing our 
fellow aficiandos with a forum for 
discussion. Therefore, in future issues 
of The Green Dome, we shall include a 
section called "Free For All". 


Keep those cards and letters coming*. 


"Establishing a Language" Pompous, aren’t we? Nonetheless, the 
following abbreviations will be used to designate each of the 
seventeen episodes of "The Prisoner": 


Arrival ARR. 

The Chimes of Big Ben CBB. 
A, B, & C ABC. 

Free for All FFA. 

Schizoid Man SM. 

The General TG. 

Many Happy Returns MHR. 

Dance of the Dead DD. 

Do Not Forsake Me, 

Oh, My Darling DNFM. 

It’s Your Funeral lYF. 

Checkmate CHM. 

Living in Harmony LH. 

A Change of Mind COM. 

Hammer into Anvil HIA. 

The Girl Who Was Death TGWD. 
Once Upon a Time OUT. 

Fall Out FO. " 



The Green’s Gambit 
is dedicated to 
The Chessmaster. 
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Everybody starts 
somewhere. 


IMPORTANT*.*. Every year a special EMMY is awarded for outstanding 
achievement in television. Jeanne S. Moyer is spearheading a 
letter*writing campaign to see that The Prisoner receives this 
much deserved recognition. WRITE: 

National Academy of Television Arts and Sciences, 110 West 57th 
Street, New York, NY 10019* 
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"What do you do with defectors? Or with people who have top 
secret knowledge of the highest order and who, for one reason or 
another, want out? Do you shoot them?" 

McGoohan, I968 

What Do You Do with a Used Spy? 




The first assumption that most viewers of The Prisoner tend 
to make is that the protagonist, portrayed hy Patrick McGoohan, 
is carrying to one of its potential conclusions the career of a 
top-level agent. A man barges into an office, resigns angrily, 
leaves, and is kidnapped. To any seasoned television viewer, this 
could be the opening of any of half a dozen sorts of story. Why, 
then, is it generally accepted to be a spy story from the outset? 

Let us, as our high-school English teachers would desire, draw 
examples from the text. 

We, the viewers, are well into the first episode (ARR) before 
any specific indication is given that the protagonist is a resigned 
spy. The (apparently) chief resident of "The Village" wherein this 
captive awakes (henceforth called "No. 2") interviews the captive 
(henceforth called "No. 6"). No. 2 shows No. 6 photographs of scenes 
from his life, narrating in part, "getting ready to meet Chambers, 
about to become late of the Foreign Office." Here is the first 
concrete evidence in the text that No. 6 was affiliated with 
government work. But we know No. 6 was a spy, you protest. Really? 

And how do we know? Is it 

1) the office in which he resigned, stereotypically 
governmental? 

2) the file card with his photograph? 

3) the kidnapping itself? 

It is none of the above. No. 2 declares that the information in 
No. 6*s head is valuable. So is the information in a physician's q^H) 
head, but few people kidnap doctors. Hz 

Instead, McGoohan has skipped a good deal of tedious ex¬ 
position by suggesting, rather than proving that No. 6 was a spy. 

This suggestion varies in its power depending upon whether the 
particular viewer saw an earlier television production (also star¬ 
ring McGoohan) entitled Secret Agent (originally Danger Man in 
the United Kingdom.) 

The photograph on the afore-mentioned file card is a well- 
known Secret Agent portrait. John Drake, the secret agent, was 
a suave, urbane, professional spy. He was notoriously iconoclastic, 
upright, and valuable. Many's the time he and his masters disagreed, 
and yet, the most severe punishment ever inflicted was a short 
forced vacation. These leaves generally ended with Drake getting 
his own way after all. Drake was too valuable to be dismissed. 

No. 6 resigned. He had reached a point of irreconcilable 
philosophical difference with his masters. The value of the 
information he carries in his memory coupled with his potential 
for unpredictable free movement is more than adequate cause for 
concern among security-conscious bureaucrats. At best, No. 6 • 
has become a liability; at worst, a defector. Hence, his kidnapping. 
No. 6 is on the penultimate forced leave. He is too valuable to 
be destroyed (the ultimate leave). 

Will he get his way? Will he be returned to his home? Will 
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John tell Martha his terrible secret? T^one in next time for the 

answer to these and other questions*. 

The reader may argue that basing interpretations of The 

Prisoner on premises drawn from Secret Agent is a facile, 
simplistic approach. True. I am willing to concede that the re¬ 
lationship between Drake and No. 6 is more philosophical than 
factual, but then, I have never believed that No. 6 was Drake 
specifically. Rather, he is the metaphysical equivalent of Drake, 
which character serves as a standardization, a conventional frame 
of reference without which The Prisoner can become too hermetic 
for satisfactory analysis. DFP 


Thank-you, Diana. I*ve never looked at it that way before. BH 


"It would be a grave error to pretend that this is anything other 
than a piece of entertainment of a certain type." 

McGoohan, 1968 


In The Village 

"Where am I?" 

"In the Village." 

It’s one thing to hear that on T.V. It’s another to ask 
yourself that question and have the same answer. 

Being loyal Prisoner fans, when my family (my Mom, my Dad, 
and my brother John) went to England on our vacation, it was a must 
that we go to Portmeirion, Wales, the real Village, for a day. 

No. 6 spent 17 episodes trying to escape from The Village. In 
reality, it costs 90 pence to get in. After paying our admission, 
we went to the gift shop that was near the entrance and got 
postcards, maps and booklets on the architecture of Portmeirion, 

We also got buttons exactly like the ones they wear on the show. . 

Then we went inside. Everything was exactly the same. The 
only difference we could see was that things seemed to be on a 

slightly smaller scale (the way Main Street in Disney World is). 

When we first went in, it was raining a little bit, but that was 
good because we had The Village practically to ourselves. We found 
the cafe that No. 6 ate at so many times (or where we thought it 
had been). We found what we thought was the store that he played 
the records in and bought the map and the cuckoo clock. We tried 
T3 to find which little cottage was No. 6*s. No luck. Each member 
0 of the family came up with a different one. People actually live 
^ in a lot of those cottages. 

p< ^ We all noticed that the penny-farthing bike symbol was on 

signs and painted in store windows. My guess is that Patrick 
McGoohan took the symbol from Portmeirion rather than the other 

way around, since the only acknowledgement of the series was'the 
buttons they sold. 

It was so exciting when we first went up to the Green Dome, 

No. 2’s house. You could look in a window but you couldn’t go in. 
Inside was a small dusty room with a few statues. It reminded me 
of a chapel. 









There's one big difference that you see only when you go 
down on the beach. The sea that comes onto the beach isn't really 
there at all. Instead, there's an inlet that even I could swim 
across. We had fun on the beach, throwing down our buttons and 
yelling *’I am not a number'. I am a free man'." It was a great 
place to be. 

There are a few little shops ( a book store, a Welsh pottery 
store, gifts shops, etc.) scattered around, one expensive res¬ 
taurant in the hotel, and one cafeteria that sells sandwiches. 

We ate sandwiches outside on a balcony with a nice view of The 
Village and some little birds, like the ones in HIA, ate our 
crumbs. Through the whole meal, we were surrounded by Greek and 
Roman statues that seemed to be staring at us (maybe we were 
being watched.) 

After lunch, The Village filled up with tour busses and 
tourists, mostly English and Welsh. We were about the only 
Americans (judging by accents) and the only people we saw wearing 
Prisoner buttons. 

On three sides of The Village, there are woods (the fourth 
being the beach side.) John and I split from Mom and Dad to 
explore some of the woods. "Just be back at four o'clock. We have 
an appointment in Chester (England) and we can't be late," our 
parents warned us. With that in mind we parted ways. One of 
the funniest things that happened was when John and I were first 
going into the woods. We were walking along and then John yelled 
"Hey, look over there, Kate*." I turned around and saw this gigantic 
white ball. "Oh, my God*. Rover'." We stood paralyzed and then 
timidly walked to the side to see that it was the end of a huge 
white septic tank. 

We started to explore the forests paths. We had a map that 
didn't take us to any of the places it was supposed to, but that 
didn't bother us. We wandered around till it was about time for 
us to turn back. Then we took a path that looked like it was 
heading back: a dead end. We tried another path: it headed the 
wrong way'. I was beginning to think that the only reason No. 6 
couldn't escape was that he couldn't find his way out of that 
bloody forest*. 

Eventually, we escaped down to the beach, finding ourselves 
way off from where we should have been, and to get back by 

we ran all the way to the Green Dome where our 

parents were waiting. I don't think I could have run any faster 
if Rover had been chasing me. That's my most vivid memory of 
The Village, running on that beach. As it turned out, our parents 

only told us to be back by four so we'd have time to spare in case 

anything ha^ened. So we leisurely got ice cream cones near 
No. 6's cafe, probably my Dad's favorite part, and escaped The 
Village with time to spare. Being in The Village...was as fun 
as watching it on T.V.—Katherine Cohen- 
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four o'clock 



When we met Katie and her Mom, Nancy, at a Star Trek convention 
we were pondering the existence of any "blooper" reel of The 
Prisoner that may have survived. "No," they said, "Patrick 
McGoohan never makes mistakes."BH 



I, Editor—The Prisoner Guidelines 


They say that imitation is the sincerest form of flattery... 

We are looking for original short fiction patterned after 
The Prisoner format. The following notes will serve as this 
magazine's guidelines for the type of story we are seeking. 

The key here is brevity. I*m not looking for whole episodes 
although if you have an outline for a lengthy piece, I'd be 
more than happy to read it. These stories can be anything from 
a paragraph to 12 typewritten single spaced pages. If you 
haven't written a story yet and have something in mind, again, 

I will read outlines. Remember we are working with a different 
medium; we are not trying to fill an hour of film, but rather 
a few typed pages. Don't feel obligated to compete with 
professional script writers. I would prefer something on the 
order of brief incidents that would occur in the format. This 
is the sort of thing that a television show could not concentrate 
on since they needed lenghty complicated plots. (A mammoth 
goal for a non-professional.) I am trying to recapture the 
spirit of entertainment within The Prisoner. We can learn 
from and mimic the methods and techniques which McGoohan employs 
to tell his story. It's a way of thinking. 

Issac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine has a great policy: 
"We don't reject writers, we reject pieces of paper with writing 
on them." I'll hear anyone out. 


Readers, bear with me and allow me to save myself some 
trouble: 

No sex fantasies, no Mary-Jane stories, no Billy-Joe stories. 
Number 6 never meets Number 1. No. 6 never meets God. No. 6 
never becomes God. No. 6 never meets or becomes godzilla. 

No. 6 is not to be left on earth, after the fall out. with a 
lovely lady whose name just so happens to be Janet or Eve. 

No more Beatles songs. The Prisoner never escapes. (That's 
his nature as a character.) No. 1 never finds out why No, 6 
resigned. If you've had the bad fortune of reading the Ace 
books travesties, then you should see exactly what I don't want. 
Now, let's get down to work... 
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The Prisoner is a story of mental survival of one man against 
all odds. There are two things that keep him from total mental 
oblivion: 

1) His importance and thus No. I's "kid-glove" treatment. 

2) His super-human endurance. (Mentioned by his 
baffled wardens in CHM and ABC.) 

It sure is lucky for us. 

The purpose of this balance is to keep the story going 
and I can't emphasize its importance enough*. 

The Prisoner is a hero character and should be treated 
as such. He's a "born survivor" (TGWD) and he "never gives • 
up" (MHR.) He's the classic defender of innocent people (lYF) 
and female virtue (LH,CHM,CBB.) He's basically concerned with 
freedom for everyone (FFA) and would risk his own life to 
save others (CBB.) By the way, he has one major weakness 
(which the Village leaders are always glad to exploit) and 
one flaw (that would be telling.) He's very arrogant and 
angry; a sort of righteous indignation. 




As long as we are dealing with this character, in this 
format, and in MY magazine, the name of the character is ’’The 
Prisoner” and his designation in The Village is "Number 6.” 

He may or may not be John Drake. That is entirely up to you. 

I won't print fiction that calls him John Drake. This is a 
part of The Prisoner mystique and should not be touched with 
a ten foot pole. 

Number Two Here’s where the fun comes in folkS“-The 
Villain. Villains can have ulcers, a predilection for Zen, 
major character flaws that No. 6 can exploit, can stage 
elaborate (if not ridiculous) attempts to trick No. 6 into 
coughing up the secrets, can hide behind a "pretty face" or 
a mother image. Feel free. 

Nimiber One Number 6’s real opponent. The person behind 
the scenes remains a mystery. You may want to think of No. 1 
as a puppeteer or overseeing chessplayer. Don’t bring No. 1 
on to center stage. It is true that No. 1 represents 
bestial man and man’s inhumanity to man (as any kid who’s seen 
"Forbidden Planet" should well know,) but we are more con¬ 
cerned with using the "symbols" rather than interpreting 
them. 

Which brings me to my NOTES; 

1) Don®t interprets. Leave room for your reader's imagination 

2) The obvious things are the hardest to see. (Mainly because 
everyone is so busy "seeking the deeper level.") 

3) Keep it simple, especially at first. Less is more. 

4) Do not resolve the plot, the perfect circle. Do no break 
the conflict that was so laboriously set forth. The game will 
be over’. 

5) General rule of thumb for fiction of this sort; if it can’t 
happen in other forms of realistic fiction, it can't happen 
here. Human nature is still the same. 

6) Don’t be caught up in the awe of it all. Don’t waste time 
on the trappings. Just write a good spy story, science-ficion 
story, a mystery, but entertain me’. 

7) If you are faithful to McGoohan’s format any conflicts you 
present will take on new dimensions. This is by virtue of 
the ambiguities in the series. 

8) Keep in mind the major facts and it helps to know details. 

9) Know the capabilities of The Village vs. No. 6. Make a 
list to be kept under your pillow. 

10) Always retain the mystique of the show. You don’t even 
have to know the answers to "The Prisoner Questions" to write 
something. 

11) As far as major themes go: Everyone makes it a point to 
harp on the individual vs. the mass theme. I don’t need to 
go into that here. Another very important theme is The Mind;, 
innerspace as opposed to outerspace. is, after all, a 

show that deals with brainwashing and mind control. Every 
episode examines another aspect of the mind. Another constant 
conflict is reality vs. verisimilitude. No. 6 must always 
discern between the two. 





12) There are Ihose who believe that all 17 episodes take place 
in No. 6*s mind. This is all well and good, but frankly, I 
don't care what people believe about the show. It*s the viewer s 
perogative to believe such things. It is true that all 17^ 
0 plsodes take place in the twilight zone i.e. the imagination 

of the writers. Therefore, the episodes follow the rules of 
good writing. Please don't end a story with No. 6 tucking 
Rover under his arm, clicking his heels together three times, 
and telling Leo McKern, "There's no place like home." (Not unless 
you really want to bug me. Bugging the editors is acceptable.) 

13) There is always a fine line etched between comedy and 
tragedy. Use irony if you can. 

14) McGoohan gets away with some hopelessly corny things. He 
knows how to rework cliches. "Behold and weep as did Alexander 

when he beheld the glories of Egypt." 

15) McGoohan never knew he was "committing art." 

16) Don't try to be profound or deep. Don't try to write the 

ultimate episode. Just write a good piece. 

17 ) Technology is one of One's weapons but if it falls into 

No. 6's hands, technology can become a tool. 

18) If you have a wild idea that doesn't break the format, I'd 
love to hear it. I love parodies, too. 

19 ) "Science-Fiction is fantasy wearing a tight girdle."—Theodore 
Sturgeon. 

20) The Prisoner (mercifully) never had a formula plot. So 
you must look for common denominators in each episode. 

21 ) Lengthy discussions of philosophies, gadgets, moralities, 
the secrets of the universe, and the kitchen sink should be 
kept in your notes to yourself. You can reflect your ideas 

in your story. 

22) Keep your story paced, the dialogue crisp and short. 

23 ) The Prisoner is a satire. 

24) Variety is the spice of The Prisoner. 

25 ) The unique aspect of The Prisoner is that our hero can 
lose. (What a revolutionary concept'.) This adds tremendous 
dimension. He is a brave survivor rather than a winner. (DD) 

Can you hack it? BHOOO 
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Great Minds Think Alike 
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I spent two months as a prisoner in Lo-Tan I can 
honestly say that during that entire time evei>' attention 
was paid to my physical comfort. Luxuries were 
showered upon me. But 1 was almost continuously 
subjected to some form of mental torture or moral 
assault. Most elaborately staged attempts at seduction 
were made upon me with drugs, with women. Hyp¬ 
notism was tried, unsuccessfully for the most part. 
Viewplates were faked to picture to me the complete 
rout of American forces all over the continent. With 
incredible patience—and laboring under great handi¬ 
caps, in view of the vigor of the American offensive— 
the Han intelligence department dug up the fact that 
somewhere in the forces surrounding Nu-Yok, I had 
left beh’ud me Wilma, my bride of less than a year. In 
some manner, I will never know how, they located 
some likeness of her, and faked a telephoto picture of 

her in the hands of torturers in Nu-Yok. She was shown 
holding out her arms piteously toward me, as though 
begging me to save her by surrender. 

Surrender of what? Stranselv enough, thev never 

W 1* W 

indicated that to me directly; and to this day I do not 
know precisely what they expected or hope to get out of 
me. I surmise that it was information regarding the 
American sciences. Perhaps only the satisfaction of 
breaking one, of demonstrating their dominance. 

There was, however, something about the picture of 
Wilma in the hands of the turtureis that did not seem 
real to me, and my mind still resisted. I remember 
staring at that picture, the sweat pouring down my face, 
searching eagerly for some visible evidence of fraud 
anu being unable to find it. It was the identical likeness 
of Wilma. Perhaps had my love for her been less great, 
I w'ould have succumbed. But all the while I knew 
subconsciously that this was not Wilma. 

But these were things that not even the most skilled 
of the Han hypnotists and psychoanalysts could drag 
from me. Their intelligence division inexplicably failed 
to pick up the fact that I was the product of the Twen¬ 
tieth Century, and not the Twenty-fifth. Had they done 
so, it might have made a difference. I have no doubt 
that some of their most subtle mental assaults missed 
fire because of my own Twentieth Century “dense¬ 
ness.” Their hypnotists inflicted many horrifying 
nightmares on me, and made me do and sav manv 
things that I would not have done in my right senses. 
But even in the Twentieth Centun' we had learned that 
hypnotism cannot make a person violate his fundamen¬ 
tal concepts of morality against his w ill, and steadfastly 
1 steeled my will against them. 

ARMAGEDDON 2419 A.D. 


I have since thought that I was greatly aided by my 
newness to this age. I have never, as a matter of fact, 
become entirely attuned to it. And at the period of 
which I speak, 1 was less attuned than now to the 
modem world. Real as my life was, and my love for my 
wife, there was much about it all that was like a dream. 
In the midst of my tortures by the Hans, this 
complex—this habit of many months—helped me to 
tell myself that this too, was all a dream, that I must not 
succumb, for I would wake up in a moment. 

And so they failed. 

More than that, I think I won something nearer to 
genuine respect from those around me than any other 
Hans of that generation accorded to anvbodv. 

Among these was San-Lan himself, the ruler. In the 
end it was he who ordered the cessation of these tor¬ 
tures, and quite frankly admitted to me his conviction 
that they had been futile and that I was in many senses a 
superman. Instead of having me executed, he con¬ 
tinued to shower luxuries and attentions on me, and 
frequently commanded my attendance upon him. 

Another was his favorite concubine, Ngo-Lan, a 
creature of the most alluring beauty; young, graceful 
and most delicately seductive, whose skill in the arts 

V 

and sciences put many of their geniuses to shame. This 
creature, his most prized possession, San-Lan ordered 
to seduce me. Had I not seen the horror of her soul, that 
she let creep into her eyes for just one unguarded 
instant, and had it not been for my conviction of Wil¬ 
ma’s faith in me, I do not know what—but suffice it to 
say that I resisted this assault also. 

Had San-Lan only known it, he might have had a 
better chance of breaking down my resis¬ 
tance through another bit of femininity in his 
household, the little nine-year-old Princess Lu-an, his 
daughter. 

1 think San-Lan held something of real affection for 
this sprightly little mite, w'ho w as the nearest thing to 
innocence I found in Lo-Tan. But he did not realize 
this, and could not; San-Lan could not understand the 
nature of my pity for this poor child, nor the fact that it 
might have proved a weak spot in my armor. But had he 
done so, I truly believe he would have been ready to 
inflict degradation, torture and even death upon her, to 
make me surrender the information he wanted. 


Nowlan, Phillip Francis. Armageddon 2419 A.D. 
Ace Book, 1978, copyright, 1972, Teresa M. 

N owl an. 

Anthony "Buck” Rogers, who first appeared in 
1928 , is a classic hero. It seem that "heroes” 
have some things in common. 
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Are your capable? Does anyone wani; to make a 
Village cape? I made one out of a few scraps 
purchased from Woolworth’s. It took a few' dol¬ 
lars and a little time but looks great*. 1*11 
print instructions if we get enough reader response. 

BH 

Jeanne S. Moyer, who has been wonderfully tolerant 
of a certain, nervous zine editor, informs me 
that when Peter Falk met Patrick McGoohan... 
"...After they had exchanged words, etc., and 
were ready to part, Peter shook hands with 
Patrick. Patrick felt something cold ^d hard 
in his hand and as Peter said, "Be seeing you", 
Patrick saw he had slipped one of his glass eyes 
into the palm of his hand. Patrick roared*.*." 

(I*m not surprised, Jeanne. Patrick McGoohan can never resist a 
sight gag.BH) 

"Remember the names * Paddy Fitz* and * Archibald Schwartz* in the 
credits as writers? They were Patrick’s ’other* names. He used 

Archibald in 'Identity Crisis* (Columbo), too." 

(I think I*m going to throw a fitz. Mr. Fitz is credited with 

writing FFA. BH) 

"Cobb (Paul Eddington) in ARR was McGoohan*s boyhood chum who 
introduced him to his wife back in their repetory days in 
Sheffield, England." 

(Many thanks to you, Jeanne. BH) 

Davey Tauesch (TPNL) is spearheading a letter-writing campaign to 
get Secret Agent shown on late-night T.V. Write to the networks: 

ABC, 1330 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10019 

CBS, 51 West 52 nd Street, New York, NY 10019 

NBC, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, New York, NY 10020 

CBC, Box 500 , Station A, Toronto, Ont. M5W 1E6 

PBS, 475 L'Enfant Plaza West, S.W.,Washington, DC 20024 



Don "Alcatraz" Siegel is also the director of the ORIGINAL "Invasion 
of the Body Snatchers",1956. One of the truly worthwhile science 
fiction films, it deals with dehumanization. Sound familiar? BH 


"The Hard Way" has not even been released 
in England. 



Has anyone besides me ever seen 
"Elephant Gun", a Rank Organisation 
production? It*s a British B-movie gem*. 
Can't remember the year on this one, 
will try to find out. DFP 


MCGoohan was born 19 of March 1928. Henrik 
Ibsen, who wrote his favorite play, 

"Brand", was born 20 March 1828. 

McGoohan was 39 years old when The 
Prisoner was filmed. In "1984", Winston 
Smith is, you guessed it, 39* By the way, 
this is absolutely meaningless but it 
is interesting, BH 



puns AMERICA ON ITS FEET 

4 66th St., New Ybrk, N.Y 10019 
HolbOT$ftdSse 30, Zurich, Switzerland 



A bunch of 
shoemakers *. 


Britain's most individualistic TV hero, 
r Patrick McGoohan, has spent his .vacation 
^ from Rafferty making anewthrillerfilm in 
Ireland—The Hard Way. His role: a hard- 
boiled killer. His target: Lee Van Oeef. Bit of 
a shock seeing McGoohan with a gun. He went 
right through his brilliant British series. Danger 
Man, without one-even though he played a 
top secret agent! He didn't need one for The 
Prisoner, either... which remains almost the 
biggest cult TV series in the world, second only 


to Star Trek. 


















The Battle of the Cameras 

Here in NYC, Secret Agent 
is on the air (!) shovm 
as late night filler between 
used car ads and "Crazy 
Eddie" commercials. So 
what if it*s on at 2i30 AM, 
Saturday morning. We addicts 
with bleary eye and blurry 
picture, faithfully follow 
the Adventures of Our Hero. 

We humbly offer the following 
synopsis which was gleaned 
through a semi-comatose haze. 

Please remember: 


"Everything looks a little different at 2:30 AM." 


Writer: Philip Broadley 

A.J.A. Kent: Niall MacGinnis 
Genicot: Frederick Bartman 

Alex; ( 1056 ) Patrick Newell 


Director; Don Chaffey 
Martine: Dawn Addams 

Hobbs: (Drake's boss) 
Peter Maddan 




Teaser: A woman dressed as a servant barges into the "wrong 

office," spills her tray on the desk where two men are working. 
Apologizing profusely, she bumbles out with their help. "Mon 
Dieu'. Le dossier est disparu'." The two men tear out of the 
office into the hall, seeking the woman. But, she has changed 
clothes in the Ladies' room and escaped undetected. 

■ 

Episode; In London, Whitehall is sending an officious little 
chap ("Ag.ent l--Oh-5-6, reporting for duty, sir.") to the 
Cote d'Azur to help out Drake, who has been sent there to 
infiltrate the organization of a well-known secrets-trader: 

A.J.A. Kent, Esq. (whose lovely cohort, Martine, we have 
already seen in action.) Kent, a disfigured war veteran, 

"walks about like the Jack of Spades, in profile." Drake is 
to use the ""F-6 rocket fuel formula" as bait. Of course, 
he has "his nose well to the grindstone." 

Sippin' a martini and spyin* on Martine, Drake has established 
himself in accomodations on the Riviera, seeing all in Kent's 
villa from his balcony with opera glasses. That evening, Drake 
makes contact with Martine in the casino by winning 5000 
francs from her at baccarat. He consoles her with a drink 
and returns her 5000 francs, giving her a message for Kent. 

Kent is intrigued by Drake's approach and instructs Martine 
to keep communications open. Meanwhile, Drake telegraphs 
"World Travel, London" -"Holidaying Riviera expensive business. 

Send further 1000-Ls. Signed, Simons." He sets up an electric 

alarm clock (in fact, a cleverly disguised camera) and 
leaves for the casino. 



Martine meets him there and they exchange names and small 
talk. He introduces himself as Peter "John*' Simons. Martine 
asks what he does. "Do?" he responds. "Yes, what do you do 
with your life?" she asks. "Nothing, hut I do it terribly 
well." That is to say, he is a professional gambler, "playing 
what other people call ’games of chance.’"* They decide to 
dine together, whereupon Martine makes a phone call on the 
pretext of breaking a previous engagement. In fact, she is 
arranging to have Drake’s room searched. 

The search is made, the camera recording it all.^ Drake 
returns to his suite and sees the camera has been activated. 

He develops the pictures and using the casino phone booth as 
a "drop", he requests the identity of the searcher. Agent #1056 
delivers the answer to the booth the following day: the man 
is "Genicot" and he runs a Judo School. Drake pays Genicot 
a visit at his school. Feigning ignorance of the art, Drake 
lures Genicot into a contest, thrashing him soundly. Drake 
departs, leaving a message for Kent. 

Genicot delivers Drake’s note, baffled that he was detected 
in his search of Drake’s room. Kent, however, seems pleased, 
and declares that he "can’t allow a shrewd, intelligent man 
like this to work for himself." 

For one week, the situation remains unchanged, as Kent, 
who never leaves his villa, waits for Drake to make the next 
move. Drake, on the other hand, is waiting for Kent. Finally, 
Martine makes an appearance at the casino. After some roulette 
and small talk, Drake and Martine part. Drake has determined 
the next move is his, so he buys a toy St. Bernard at the bar. 

At Kent’s villa, one of the guard dogs appears on the 
porch with a tiny barrel about his neck. Inside is a small 
portion of the F-6 formula. Kent decides to "open negotiations" 
and he sends Genicot. Drake returns to the villa with this 
messenger boy. Kent initially declines to purchase the F-6. 
Instead, he asks Drake to escort Martine to a ball and 
protect a diamond necklace that she wants to wear. Drake agrees. 

At the ball, Martine and Drake go down to the beach, to 
be alone. They are set upon by costumed thugs who fail to 
acquire the prize. Drake, however, takes the bauble from 
•H . Martine and leaves it on the beach, suspended from one of 
0 ) the thugs’ props, a pitchfork. He had guessed that it was 

^ "paste." He then pays a visit to Kent, strolling past the 
viscious guard dogs into the living room. Kent declares 
that Drake "has shown both toughness and intelligence." 

Drake cooly inquires, "Do I get a certificate?" No, but 
Kent offers him a job. Drake declines, preferring simply to 
sell the F-6 free-lance, as it were. They settle on $25»000 
for the formula and possibly some future commitments, 
provided the exchange takes place on neutral ground: Drake’s 
hotel. The dogs all the while have been hanging about the 
porch. Drake leaves unmolested, patting one pooch with a 
friendly "Sorry, old boy. No steak today." 


f 


The next day, Agent 1056 calls Drake to a meeting on the 
beach. Whitehall is going public with the F-6 formula ahead 
of schedule. No fear; Drake's plan will be completed in^ 
time. Meanwhile, Genicot has been spying on Drake with his 
trusty camera. When Martine sees 1056 in one of the 
photographs, she recognizes him as an agent. Despite the 
urging of his cohorts, Kent decides not to run for cover 
but to eliminate Drake. (Oh, no*. Not that*.) Kent moves 
the meeting back and sends Martine as a messenger. She 
invites Drake to her newly acquired apartment. When they 
arrive, she leaves for a moment to change, asking him to 
make the drinks. The Night Manager telephones to be certain 
that all arrangements are satisfactory and calls ''Simons*' 
by name. (Ah ha!) When Martine returns she ends up 
preparing the drinks, with some extra ingredients. 

They go out onto the balcony to dance. The view is 
spectacular, as is the drop. Drake has switched drinks 
and Martine (surprise, surprise) swoons. He places her 
demurely on her bed, covering her legs with her robe. 

He goes into the living room to await developments. Genicot 
arrives and Drake challenges him drunkenly. Genicot lures 
him onto the balcony, but fails (again) to overpower him. 
Drake takes him in, he spills the beans and Drake arrests 
Kent and Martine. "Tant pis!" DFPC^OO 
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"Now look, I have something that will interest you..." 

Last we heard: "Jennifer O'Neill and Patrick McGoohan are 
co-starring in Montreal in 'Scanners* based on the novel by 
Newton Thornburg." Who? What? But 'Scanners Live in Vain'! It 
is a spience-fiction film. This should be interesting. BH 

Here are some other groups and publications: 

Sussex Group Friends of The Prisoner ,c/o Jane Nicoll, Flat 2, 

Oak Lodge, 49 Palmeira Avenue, Hove, Sussex, BN3 3GE, England. 

Ms. Nicoll is the American Co-Ordinator and Co-Editor for 
"ONCE UPON A TIME ". Send $5.00 for membership & subscription 

payable in International M.O. in sterling to "Sussex Group Friends 
of The Prisoner" 

The Prisoner Newsletter . P.O. Box 1327, Midland, MI 48640. This 
informative monthly is $1.00 for a sample copy and $15.00 for life 
subscription. Make check payable to David E. Tauesch . 

Jane Nicoll of the Sussex Group tells US: 

We are a part of a federation of Prisoner groups, now, in 
England and Ireland. We*re all getting together for a 
mini-gathering at Portmeirion next April 18,19 (I 98 O). 

All are Well Come! 

« 

Davey Taeusch is involved in a convention in Ann Arbor, MI. 

That will be held sometime in raid-1980. Write to him for 
details. 

My personal thanks to Davey Tauesch and Karen Esibill for 
their kind help. BH 















When "The Prisoner" was first shown in England, The Beatles called 
McGoohan and asked if he would direct their next film. He 
(graciously) declined. The editors wish to express deep regret 
that this epic was never produced. Sigh. It could have been 
entitled "Beyond Help". 


What do your call a person who is addicted to puns? Crazy? Hopeless? 
Until somebody tells me, you’ll have to put up with the word 
’’punster" and on occasion "paronomaniac" . BH OCK> 



Questions for Study-The Opening Sequence 
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The Prisoner has been recognized internationally as an "educational 
experience". PBS shows it frequently. "Educational",as you well 
know,implies much study and racking of the brain, which implies 
homework, which implies boredom. (Always look for the deeper level.) 
In the hope of alleviating much of said boredom, we modestly 
present the "educational" portion of "our own little newspaper", 
Questions for Study. (Do not make use of Starnarch Notes or 
Monolog #11.) 

This issue’s Q for S is concerned with various details of the 
opening sequence shown with each episode. 





As he is driving his car, McGoohan*s face 

a) distorted with rage. 

b) panic-stricken. 

c) intensely annoyed. 

The theme music is best described as: 

a) a strident signature tune. 

b) a jazz beat. 

c) disco. 

d) intensely annoying. 

The car he drives can best be described 

a) a one-seater. 

b) a Lotus-eater. 

c) a gas-guzzler. 


can best be described as: 
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6) Which of the following best describes the office in which 
McGoohan resigns; 

a) government. 

b) plush. 

c) elective. 


7) Who is the man behing the desk? 

a) John Steed. 

b) The Supervisor, 

c) No. One 


8) Consider the breaking of the saucer in relation to the 
agent's breaking of his contract. Or is this all a tempest 
in a teacup? 


9) The envelope is clearly marked: 

a) Postage Due-Cancel By Hand 

b) Final Notice-Please Remit 

c) if u cn rd ths, u cn replc me. 

10) Is the hearse really less obtrusive than 
an ambulance? Was this the only vehicle 
available? 

11) It is safe to assume that the Prisoner 
was removed from his flat in; 

a) a bassinet. 

b) a tisket, a casket 

c) King Tut’s sarcophagus. 

12) He is being held captive: 

a) against his will, 

b) against his wont. 



Cryptic? 



A while back, I was watching CBS’s "Incredible Hulk" 
It’s usually an Incredible Bore but that evening’s 
offering was based on Bruce Banner’s being framed by an 
evil county judge and "Go straight to Jail. Do not pass Go. 
Do not collect $200.00." This is no surprise; Escape from 
Alcatraz met with some success and any movie like that 
gives the T.V. writers a bunch of "original" ideas. Banner 
was brusquely addressed as "l-Oh-2-4" by the evil warden 
and poked many times in the arm by the evil warden’s evil 
sidekick. The tall, seedy warden worshipped Napoleon 
making long paranoid speeches in front of his portrait. 

Who cares? However, the name of the character that 
defied the warden and won his freedom (There must always 
be such a character. Some unwritten law I suppose.) was 
"John Blake." They spelled it wrong’. New tell me, are 
there "Prisoner" fans in all walks of life or has Paddy 
Fitz been penning some weird stuff? BH 



Misha Interna tional Designs . P.O. Box 2158. CanogaPark, CA 91:^6 
Sells Mcycle jewelry ,Hi-wheeler stick pins, tie clasps etc .004 

T.K. Graph!cs, P.O. Box 1951» Baltimore, MD 21203? This company 

prints rubber stamps, address labels, book marks etc. from The 
Prisoner and Star Trek.OOO 

"The advertisers are out to scalp you, take out your soul, dry it 
up, package it and sell it. Advertising is one of the greatest 
curses of civilization, more so than the bomb itself." 

McGoohan, 1968 


THE SPACE MERCHANTS by C.M.Kornbluth and Frederik Pohl gives us 
a look into a world possessed entirely by Madison Avenue. Sardonic 
wit and neat plotting are used to create this entertaining 
yet eye-opening classic. 

"The Last Hurrah of the Golden Horde" by Norman Spinrad is a 
short story in which the hero is patterned after Alexis Kanner’s 
role in Fall Out. Can anyone get me a copy of this? 1*11 
believe it when I see it, It*s in a collection of the same name. 

The existentialists among us will love MARTIANS GO^OME by 
Frederic Brown. Talk about a reworking of a cliche^. , .OOO 


pocoe 

See spy run. 

Run, spy, run. 

See ball chase spy. 

Bad ball. 

Tired spy. 

See spy sleep. 

It*s "be seeing you". 

(They’ll get it right someday.) 
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And remember it*s not... 
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